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Summary:
A short, humorous, somewhat lewd "What if" set AFTER Episode 2 of the video game The Coffin of Andy and Leyley. So spoiler warning of course.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
Andrew had overslept; it had been an insane few days since he and his younger sister Ashley had killed their parents and eaten them. Ever since then, they've constantly been looking over their shoulder looking for any law enforcement or would-be assassins while staying in a motel that needs to be repaired to say it looks like shit; but they take cash and the staff doesn't ask too many questions. Usually, the siblings wake up simultaneously, but today Andrew awoke alone in bed. 

"Oh man, I hope she isn't off getting into trouble, wish she had woken me up."

Andrew got himself dressed and made himself some bitter-tasting coffee using the cheap and awful complimentary coffee maker. Ashley meanwhile was nowhere to be found. Andrew thought it a little weird, but it's not like the feds were pounding at his door so he doubts Ashley got arrested. Not that Ashley would rat him out if she did, but he was honestly not sure.  

He sat on the little couch at the corner of the room, where he did notice a newspaper, today's newspaper, in fact just lying there on the couch.

 "Oh, I guess she got this from the lobby. Well, at least I got something to read" Andrew mused.

Andrew picked it up, but he noticed something was off; the front page was missing. Odd, Ashley usually takes the page with the comic strips. Something about seeing a kindred spirit in Garfield or whatever; Andrew just s shrugged and carried on.

"Let's see what's going on in the world," Andrew mumbled as he sipped his less-than-stellar coffee. 

"Sports? Bleh don't care. Stocks? Don't have any. Advertisements, let's see; Psychic to see your future? Not unless you want to tell me how to avoid putting a fucking baby in my sister's womb." Andrew mumbled in disgust.

Andrew pulled some scissors from a cabinet in the kitchen and cut out the advertisement for the psychic; because you know what? You just never know.

"Nothing about mom and dad, seems they haven't been reported missing yet." Andrew smiled at the stroke of good fortune. But also admitted to himself that it was kinda sad, his parents were just that forgettable. 

"What else is there, let me see," Andrew said as he continued to read. "Today thousands gathered to commemorate the anniversary of the peace treaty between the nations of Westalis and Ostania. Oh yeah, I remember learning about that in school; spies and assassins and shit. Almost made me think government politics was cool. " Andrew thought, chuckling to himself. 

And with that, he had read everything the newspaper had to offer, minus the first page. 

Andrew looked around the room and peeked outside through the curtains. No clues to where Ashley took off too, but the world wasn't ending so he figured there was no point in worrying. Ultimately, he decided to take his morning shower and go out looking for his sister after. Once in the shower, he let the warm water wash away his stresses, probably the only time a day Andrew felt at peace. It was also nice not having to worry about Ashley trying to jump in the shower with him. He was so at peace he didn't hear the door to the motel room open and close.

After he was done, Andrew came out of the shower half-dressed, drying his hair. As he dried off in front of the room's only mirror he noticed something behind him on one of the beds. A page from the newspaper.

"That's weird, I left today's paper on the couch," Andrew thought. Approaching it, he confirmed the newspaper was right where he left it. 

"Ashley?" He called out, but it was just him.

"What in the fuck is going on around here?" Andrew mumbled to himself. Maybe the demon or mom's ghost was fucking with him from hell. 

Andrew looked at the page, it was indeed the missing first page; there was nothing off about it just normal stories mixed in with some coupons. He picked it up and flipped it over to see the top headline.

 He wished he hadn't.

Andrew raced out of the room and into the lobby of the motel, he didn't even bother to put on a shirt. He grabbed a fat stack of them in a panic as other guests looked at him like he was psycho. Once back in the motel room, he threw them all over his bed, and sure enough, it all had the same headline. And if they were all identical it meant they were real, not some prank. 

Andrew read the headline with his eyes open so wide you'd think they were about to fall out. 

"Incest decriminalized"

Andrew read the headline for what must have felt like 800 times. 

"In a landmark victory for blah blah blah parliament, it was decided last night that the nation of yadda yadda yadda" Andrew read out loud in a panic. "get to the part where they say hah, gotcha bitch." 

"In a historic vote, marriages between members of the same family will now be formally recognized by the government. This is believed to be a middle ground option as gay and lesbian marriage will remain illegal, leaving not everyone winners." 

"Oh god..." Andrew said trembling.

"She must have seen this by now...I...no...it CAN'T BE..." a panicked Andrew said putting his hands on his head.

"That stupid vision...is this why it happens? if it does, it means I wanted it to happen?, oh fuck me, I think I'm having a heart attack." Andrew said as he hit his chest with his hand.

Just then there was a knock on the door. 

"Andrew? Are you up?, open the door I got my hands full."

Andrew looked at the door, his gut told him there was no point in hiding any of this, but screw that he was going to try anyway. He quickly threw the newspapers under the bed; even if there was a 0.0001% chance she didn't know, he was going to take it. He threw on a shirt and composed himself; no point in delaying this anymore. He grabbed the doorknob, unlocked it, and swung the door open. 

Once again for the second time in 5 minutes, he wished he hadn't.

Standing in the doorway was Ashley, her hands were indeed full. She was holding a bouquet of white roses; the bouquet Andrew could deal with. Ashley wearing their dead mother's wedding dress all gussied up as if she was about to walk down the aisle on the other hand, yeah that he could not.
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Andrew stared at her for what he felt was centuries; It's like time stopped before the sniper's bullet blows your brains out in action movies.

"Andrew, aren't you going to say something?" Ashley finally asked.

"Yeah...sorry. Ashley..." Andrew sputtered.

"Yes, Andrew?" Ashley said blushing.

"Catch me," Andrew said as he passed out, hitting the floor face-first.

Andrew began to open his eyes, his face hurt intensely and his vision was blurry as all hell. Ashley was sitting on their bed, with Andrew's head lying on her lap; she had put an ice bag on his head to help with the pain. She was stroking his cheek with her hand, she did think he might not take the sight of her well, but she didn't think he'd pass out. She wasn't mad about it however, she couldn't believe the news either when she saw it earlier in the morning, 

"Ash?"

"Shhh, it's ok, just take it easy. You had a bad fall." She replied.

"I had a really weird dream. You wouldn't believe me even if I told you." Andrew told her, touching his cold forehead.

"It wasn't a dream Andrew baby." 

"What?" Andrew asked as his vision came back into focus. 

Looking down on him was the very beautiful Ashley, still wearing their mother's wedding dress; which was one size too small on her, That didn't help, considering how revealing the dress already was.  Andrew stood up very quickly and sat down next to her; he couldn't bring himself to say anything. All he knew was that this was the most stunning he had ever seen his little sister; he wasn't proud of thinking this, just as he wasn't proud of many things he'd thought about her, but he just couldn't help it. 

"Before you say anything, no one saw me. I was at Mom and Dad's house, going through the attic until I found the dress. The flowers I stole from the front of a flower shop, and make-up I did myself, yes I am capable of doing that, I didn't go to some salon where someone could identify me." Ashley said quickly. 

"But why? Why all this? we can't..." Andrew stammered. "Just because the newspaper says we can doesn't mean we should, Ashley."

"Why the fuck not? We dance around it but you married me a long time ago" Ashley shot back.

"The hell are you talking about?" Andrew asked.

"You promised me, years ago that you'd never leave me and that we would always be together. If that doesn't sound like marriage, then I don't know what does." Ashley said, surprisingly calm. 

"We were kids Ash, I mean I meant every word yeah but-

"But what Andrew? The government won't say anything, and none of us will get in trouble. Don't think I don't know you're more afraid of getting sent to jail than you are putting a ring on me...and something else IN me, if you catch my drift." Ashley said with a grin.

Andrew wanted to retort with something, but he knew she had him dead to rights. Andrew is still truly resistant to this whole thing, but there was no denying that faint voice in his head telling him, to just do it. That he knows he secretly wanted this, and the universe just gave him the green light.

"Can you just give me a damn minute to think?" Andrew postured. "That dress is very distracting" he added.

"Our Identities?! We're supposed to be dead, dead people can't do much of anything legally so even if we could, we can't just walk down to the courthouse and have a judge marry us so- "

Ashley put her finger on his lips shut him up and force him to look at her. 

"We will figure it out, we always do." She whispered to him.

She brought him in close, looking right into his bright green eyes and she kissed his lips. Andrew didn't fight it, she had kissed him before on the cheek and such, but this was a real kiss. And it felt right.

"How was it?" Ashley asked.

"I liked it, liked it a lot," Andrew said trying to keep eye contact and not look at her cleavage. 

Ashley knew what he was trying not to do. "It's OK you can look; Mom may have been a hussie but she was a hussie with great tastes," Ashley said as she pushed Andrew down on their bed and climbed on top of him kissing him as she did so; she pressed her breasts together to tease Andrew she swore she saw him lick his lips. 

"Ya know, some mothers save their wedding dresses for their daughters to use, you know she was never going to let me wear this. Well, have a good look cunt wherever you are, I'm wearing it. But not for long, right Andrew?"

"Wait wait, this isn't right," Andrew told her and pushed her off him.

"STILL? Andrew come on already. This is just fucking cruel at this point, do you know how long I've wanted you to turn me inside out? C'mon, I'm not even wearing any panties under here...and it was COLD outside, fucking cold. You can make a snowman with the ice forming on my pussy for fucks sake." Ashley pouted. 

"I read the article, It's going to take a while for this to become official," Andrew told her pacing in front of the bed.

"Who fucking cares Andrew, this is just a pre-wedding day fuck before the real one then. So get the fuck down here and destroy me" Ashley said, very clearly getting frustrated.

"Well I care, If we do this, I do not want us to be like Mom and Dad. Just fucked up from day 1."

"Andrew, your my goddamn brother. We are already more fucked up than Mom and Dad, so what's your point?"

"I want to do this right, or at least as right as it can be, that's my point."

Ashley stood up from the bed. "I'm not getting deflowered this morning am I?"

Andrew dug into his pocket and pulled out the key chain that had the car keys. He removed everything leaving the keyring empty. Andrew took Ashley's hand and got down on one knee; Ashley wanted to say something but she was too overwhelmed at the sight of what he was doing.

"Ashley Graves, I'd say some long-winded speech about how I loved you since we met, but considering our situation I figured I'd skip that, so I'll just say this, will you marry me?" 

Ashley had never once thought that anyone would ever propose to her. She would always act like she didn't care about this old-fashioned shit. But now that she's here, with the one man she has ever loved, down on one knee asking to marry her; she could not help but cry.

"Yes. dumbass, yes I'll fucking marry you"

Andrew placed the now empty keyring on her finger. It will have to do for now until he can steal a nicer one.

"It's beautiful Andrew, I'll cherish it always," Ashley said as she admired her engagement ring.

They embraced in a long kiss; now as an engaged couple. 

Ashley walked over to the alarm clock and turned on its radio; she searched for the first station playing music.

"Don't you want to have a first dance with your fiancee?" Ashley asked with outstretched arms.

Andrew took her into his arms and they slowed dance to the song playing on the radio; Talking in Your Sleep by the Romantics.

Ashley laid her head on Andrew's chest letting him lead. "Promise me, the moment we get married we are going to leave this hellhole and never come back." 

"I promise," Andrew answered.

"I hear the Ostenian capital  Berlint is a pretty romantic place to honeymoon, and if were so inclined, raise a family," Ashley said with her eyes closed, hearing Andrew's heartbeat.

"Anywhere but France Ash." Andrew told her.

The radio was now playing Everybody Wants to Rule the World.

"Yeah fuck the French and their weird long-ass bread," Ashley said in agreement.

Andrew smiled. "You are the perfect wife."

Ashley looked up at Andrew. 

"I love you, Andy."

"I love you too Leyley"
